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Boot Hill Recruits 



By Cliff Howe 



SLIM KOBLE'S eves were as blue rf Ihe heat-bU=- 
tered wallpaper in the Eheriii s office, his bare head 
carrol-colofed in the desert sun sire.imiiiE; m 
ihrougn ti\e window. He cru.'ihed hi.s baiiered .som- 
brero in nis hand and squintea iii the mortuns iiehl. 

"But. sheriff." he thokod. -Dsl Perrv never killetl 
ativoodv. let alone Old Smoky, the express aeenl. An 
as for him robbin the stage— The voung cowboy 
waved a lanky arm as if the thought of bis friend 
doing such a thing was entireiy out of the questmn. 

Sheriff Clyde Philiips shifted his big bodv in his 
s'A-ivel cliair and tugged at his full-grown mu-^fache. 
With an econiimv of energy he lifted an eloow to push 
up the sombrero he always wore. The sheriff was over 
half bald. 

Rip acanion savs Dal s guilty, hp said with a funnv 
Enn. An Rips a solid citizen here in Mesa Flats, 
ownm the Red Front Saloon an' a couple other enter- 
prises hereabouts- An then there s Pete Moran. for- 
man of the Triple S ranch. Both of them EenU .said 
they saw voung Perry shoot Old Smokv and mate off 
with the express bo.t he pulled off the stage 

Slim s long face looked unhappy. He limped a .step 
closer to the sheriffs desk, his hand holding onto liie 
edge. The stor.' is right, he said earnestly. Only 
vouve got 11 backwards. Its the other way around— 
Rip Scanlon did 11. him and Pete lloi-an."' 

The big man snorted and jerked hi.s IfTl down trom 
the lop of Uic desk. A shade of irritation flecked his 
wide brow. Shin, don t be a voune tool. Good thing 
I m alone here. I wouldn t want anybody else to hear 
you- Better gel back to your job painlin the hvery 

Slims gullel rose in his throat. Il kept him from 

The sheriff said. Listen, younir sprnul. i know Dal * 
a friend of vours— but don t get exercised about him. 
And. he added severely, "don 1 ever make anv 
charges against anybody — especially Rip and Pels — un- 



Slim nodded and looked toward the back rooin. "ni 
remenihtr about the evidence, he promised "I d hke 
to see Dai iielore 1 go back to work." 

"Okay to that— go right in. Slim Jest no iiioiikc-y 
bu.Mness. He looked at the tali ranqehand curiouslv 
Id iiKo to help you. Slim, but there no way Even 
D^i Perr>- thinks he robbed that stage and killed Old 



AT SUNDOWN Slim finished painting Cole's liverv 
-^barti. He look the half gallon or so of while paini 
inside, took a turp rag and rubbed the whne vools 
cil his worn Levis. Then he limped down the block- 
long street toward the express oihce to sweep it out. 

in the three months since ne had fallen under hi.'' 
liDise. Slim had taken on spare jobs .ncuiid Me.^i* 
Flal.- Wniklnl! in the livfrv iinin wa>. one of hi.-: jobs 
-v.CLpiiii: out the express ullioe w;is anotlier 

Slim stopped to rest his t 
Sidoon. He decided il miyh 
ms on the brass rail inside So Slim had a beer Hjs 
smoky blue eyes took m the whole room. Rip Scanion 
wEsn I in sight. Neither was Pete Moran. 

A sinister arigry murmur tan niong the bar. Slim 



I trial? blurted r 



It of the Red Pro 



Slim gulpen down his beer and limped out 'he bat- 
wing doors. He half ran to the sheriff's office, burst 
inside, out of breath. The sheriff ^vas Just as he had 
left him, except now one spurred boot was cro.^-'.fd 
over the other one on the table and his cioth .tack of 
tobacco was lowered a couple of inches. 

going to Ivnch Dai Perry 



Funny, said the sherifT. I was just waitiiis for 
somebody to come and tell me that. Humph: Tne boys 
know my deputies are away chasm a lustier— 



The sheriff got no. went to the window and looked 
out. \ou mosey on. Slim. Me an my prisoner. I 
reckon, will ride on over to Circle City— out the bsck 



When he v.as througli he siood ouiside ihe build- 
ing and watched llie glare from the f*d Fronts win- 
dows lighl the haze of dust which still hung above 
the Street. Rip Scanlon s dnnkiiig establishment was 
already growmg nois\ as the cveninss business got 
under way. Slim looked at thai building for a lone 
time and tried to swallow the lump which kept ri.=ing 
in his throat. 

T GOT lo do it. " Slim cried at last. He grimaced and 
swung ins face toward the jail. "Now. why did 
Da) Perry have lo go an' drag me in that nigiit when 
mv horse fell on me.' tthy couldn t i| have been some- 
body else? Poll ^K^■avs said for me to pav mv debts— 
an I reckon this is the unlv one I owe. So. that s it— 
I gotta help Dai. 

Shm s ev-es burned mlu the deepening gloom bevond 
the sheriHs ulUce. Two horsemen moved out of the 
shadows. =wune noiselessiv awav in tlie direction of 
Circle City, alim grinned. 

A half hour later ll:e lankv red-head was a^ain at 
the bar inside the RcO Front, Rip Scanion was there 
now. and Pete Moran. Thev .seemed to be waiting for 
Ihe men ai the uar to work themselves into a ireniy 
over the Ivncnini!. Rip grinned evilly at Pete and 
waved his hand al the oarkeep (o hasten the pro- 



Rip s hard jaw barely moved when he talked, but 
It was moving now m a .question; "Wlials on your 



Slim staggerEd against him, "The expresa ofRce." he 
Sclid, looking from one man to the other. "The ex- 
press office will be robbed. Somebody's sure to know 
about the secret "shipment of payroll cash for the 
Crenshaw Sline — '' 

Pete's eyes glittered. Then he snorted in disgust. 
"You're crazy, Slim. They only pay once everj' i«o 
months an' they got two hundred men up there. That 
payroll would be a pile of diiiero.'" 

'"The new agent don't know about this country. He 
figures. I reckon, that the strong bos is good enough 
to hold that secret shipment— ' 

"Secret shipment?" said Scanlon smoothly. Suspicion 
lurked in his green eyes. "Why didn't you tell Sheriff 
Phillips?" he gi'owled. 

Slim warped his long face and grinned into his 
cups. "You going lo set up anv more drinks, Mr. 
Scanlon?" Without w-aiting he ansivered Rip's first 
question, "The sheriff was away chasin' Dal Perry — " 

"What?" Rip grabbed Slim's arm, spun him around, 
"What you talkin' about? Do you mean to tell me 
that Dal Perrj's got away?" 



PETE MORAN V.-P.S on his feet now, heavy-set and 
s^va^dlv before ihc thinner Rip Scanlon. His jowls 
gulled back in a wolfish snarl. Slim spoke up in a 

■■Dal Ferry got aii-ay all right, but I reckon the 
sheriif thinks he can catch him or he'd come over 
here for help_ V.'ill vou keep your eye on the express 
office. Mr. Scanlon''' I feel kind of responsible—" 

"Leave it to us," said Rip. "An" don't say nothin'." 

Slim nodded «ith apparent disintere.st and limped 
back to the bar.. In the glass he could watch Rip and 
Pete in earnest conver.sation. A couple of minutes later 
he saw them go through the side door. 

"Checkin" on me," whispered Slim to himself. "Well, 
they II sure End Dal gone-and its too early for them 
to bother the express olYice." 

As soon as Slim staggered out through the batwing 
doors he lost that stagger. He moved along the pine- 
boarded walk toward (he livery stable in a hurry. But 
soon he slowed down. Plenty of lime for the plan he 
had in mind. And it would' be midnight before the 
sheriff got back from Circle City. 

But Slim didn't wait for the sheriff to ride into Me-sa 
Flats, Shortly before mitinight, he rode out to meet 
the sheriff. Slim vvas excited by the time he found 
the big man riding placidly along the road 

'The express oHicc has been robbed! " Stim crli^d, 
'"They broke in the back window, pried that old iron 

The sheriff swore lustily. "Now what do you know 
sbout that? I no sooner gel out o£ town than some- 
thin's got to happen.. I shoulda left Perry here." 

Slim kept the monlight out oi his face when he 
Esked softly! "You know it wasn't Dal this time, 
don't you, sheriff?" 

The sheriff snorted and gave his mount a dig with 
his spurs. Slim followed. Just before his horse broke 
into the single street of Mesa Flats, the sheriff pulled 

■'Teli me something," he growled. "How does it 



somebody was sure to rob that iron box — especially if 
they figured the Crenshaw payroll was in it." Slim 
chased the Adam's apple out of his throat and added: 
'"You always said to gel evidence so J sot a trap lor 
them outlaws—-' 

"Did you catch them?" 

"Dunno. I ain't accusin' anybody until you see the 

"Come on," howded the sheriff. ' T stili don't know 
what they got out of that safe. The Crenshaw payroll 
won't be in for another week." 



T^ltTKEN minutes later the sheriff and Slim pushed 
■'- through the doors of the Red Front Saloon. They 
blinked for a moment in the poor light of the swinging 
kerosene lamps, "then moved on to the bar. Slim was 
wearing a gun for the first time in months. The sheriff 
had two irons, with belts crossing at his middle. 

Thin, wolfish Rip Scanlon pushed awav from the 
bar. At his side was the shorter, more fleshy Pete 
Moran. His small eyes were murderous as he glared 
at the slim young man facing him. 

Rip Seanlon's lios began to move. "Did you get 
him? Did you get Da! Perry?" 

The sheriff didn't speak, just nodded and looked 
steadily at th.e pair. Looked them all o\ er from riding 
boots to sombreros. 

Slim spoke up: "The sheriff had Dal Perry all the 
time the strong bo.\ at the express office was robbed! 
That means that Dal didn't do it! Any more than he 
robbed the stage and killed Old Smoky." 

Rip cursed under his breath, moved farther away 
from the bar. Kov.- he was under the full lig'nt of the 
Kerosene lamp. The sheriff's eves widened as he 
looked af his clothes. His voice came in a growl: 

"Rip Scanlon — an' you. Pete Moran— unbuckle your 
gunbeltsl" 

Rip looked blank. Then sudden comprehension came 
to him. He went for his gun. snarling at Pete to do 
the same. Slim's blue eyes blazed with excitement. 
While his own hand dived for his six-gun he saw 
the sheriff go into a crouch. 

Ail hell broke loose then. But when the guns fin- 
ished spitting red and orange. Slim and the sheriS 
were still on their feel. Beyond the smoke of their 
six-guns lay Rip Scanlon and Pete Moran. 

The customers began to slip back from behind the 
bar. The bartender came up from behind it. 

"i rei:kon vou guessed right, sheriff. But how did 
you know for sure?" 

Sheriff Phillips 'cloned and put away .his gun. "Hdi. 
1 couldn't miss i.iy new deputy here trapped 'enil' 
He put a heavy hand on Slim's shoulder and grini'.ed 
"Slim painted the inside of Oie express office with 
enough of the livcrj' stable's white paint to mark up 
the outlaws when they came to steal a payroll that 
wasn't there. Evidence. Just look at it! It's ail over 
Rip and Pete! ' 

Slim seemed suddenly aware of the six-gun still in 
his hand. He hastily bolstered it while the men of 
Mesa Flats crowded up to stare at the fallen gunmen 
Under the direct rays of the hanging lamp they saiv 
while splotches on Rip Seanton's clothes. And there 
was a long white paint line across Pete Moran's hips 
and holster. 

Slim looked at the sheriff, then nodded towards the 
floor. ' That makes Dal Perry free, doesn't it? " 



"I figured with you out of town somebody had to 
watch the place. With you and your deputies all away 



"That makes Dal Perry free," said the sheriff. "An 
it makes you my deputy!" 



